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naturally is much more bulky. It is flexible, however, 
and while it is easily carried around curves and cor- 
ners, and is especially suitable for lining the wall of a 
stawcase, it is a further strong point in favor of this 
material that it is almost impossible to tear it. 



THE BEDROOM. 



" In the country," says Lady Barker, in her little 
volume on " The Bedroom and Boudoir," " it is every 
one's own fault if they have not a lovely bedroom. 
If it be low, then let the paper be suitable — something 
which will not dwarf the room. I know a rural bed- 
room with a paper representing a trellis and Noisette 
roses climbing over it ; the carpet is shades of green 
without any pattern, and has only a narrow border 
of Noisette roses ; the bouquets powdered on the 
chintzes match, and outside the window a spreading 
bush of the same dear old-fashioned rose blooms 



way a thing is done. I see the Misses Garrett frowning 
as I go on to say that here and there a deep shadow 
was painted under it, and its bows and ends drooped 
down at the corners of the room, while over the fire- 
place they made the bright, circling border for a chalk 
drawing of a rosy child's head. But it was a pretty 
room, notwithstanding its original faulty design, and 
I describe it more as an illustration of the supremacy 
of a real genius for decoration over any hard-and-fast 
rule than as an example to be copied. Rules are 
made for people who cannot design for themselves, 
and original designs may be above rules, though they 
should never be above taste. I might go on forever 
describing bedroom walls instead of only insisting on 
their possessing the cardinal virtues of cleanliness and 
appropriateness. Whether of satin or silk, of muslin 
or chintz, or of cheapest paper, nothing can be really 
pretty and tasteful in wall decoration which is not 
scrupulously clean, without being cold and glaring, 
and it should be in harmony with even the view from 



fire-place — for this pretty room had an open hearth 
with a sort of basket for a coal fire in the middle — and 
the china of the basin-stand as well as the door- 
handles and plates, were all decorated with the same 
flower, and although essentially a modern room in a 
modern house, it was exquisitely fresh and uncom- 
mon. This was partly owing to the liberal use of the 
• leaves of the lilac, which are in form so exceedingly 
pretty. There is rather a tendency in the present day 
to make both bedrooms and boudoirs gloomy ; a hor- 
rible vision of a room with walls the color of a robin's 
egg (dots and all) and black furniture, rises up before 
me, and the owner of this apartment could not be in- 
duced to brighten up her gloom by so much as a gay 
pincushion. Now our grandmothers understood 
much better, though probably no one ever said a word 
to them about it, how necessary it was to light up 
dark recesses by contrasts. You would generally 
have found an exquisite old blue and white Delft jar 
full of scented rose leaves, a gay beau-pot full of pop- 




three parts of the year. That is a bower indeed, as 
well as a bedroom. Noisette roses and rose-buds half 
smothered in leaves have been painted by the skilful 
fingers of the owner of this room on the door-handles 
and the tiles of the fire-place as well as embroidered 
■on the white quilt and the green cover of 'the writing- 
table. But then I acknowledge it is an exceptionally 
pretty room to begin with, for the dressing-table 
stands in a deep bay window, to which you ascend by 
a couple of steps. Belinda herself could not have de- 
sired a fairer shrine whereat to worship her own 
beauty. The memory of other walls rises up before 
me ; even of one with plain white satiny paper bor- 
dered by shaded pink ribbon, not merely the stiff 
paper-hanger's design, but cut out and fixed in its 
place by a pair of clever hands. This border of course 
looked different from anything of the kind I had ever 
seen ; and according to strict rules of modern taste it 
was not ' correct. ' Yet a great deal depends on the 
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the windows. Every room should possess an air of 
individuality — some distinctive features in decoration 
which would afford a clew to the designer's and 
owner's special tastes and fancies. How easy it is to 
people old rooms with the imaged likeness of those 
who have dwelt in them, and how difficult it would 
be to do as much for a modern bower !" 

Lady Barker says that one of the prettiest and sim- 
plest bedrooms she ever knew had its walls covered 
with lining paper of the very tenderest tint of green, 
on which were hung some pretty pastel sketches, all 
in the same style. " The chintzes, or rather 
cretonnes, were of a creamy white ground with 
bunches of lilacs powdered on them, and the carpet, 
of a soft green, had also a narrow border with bou- 
quets of lilacs at each corner. The screens were of 
muslin over lilac batiste, and the quilt of the simple 
bedstead had been worked by the owner's own fingers, 
of linen drawn out in threads. The very tiles of the 



pies, or even a spinning-wheel with its creamy bundle 
of flax or wool bound by a scarlet ribbon, in the unre- 
garded corner of a dingy passage, and I think we do 
not bear in mind enough how bright and gay the cos- 
tumes of those days used to be. To a new house, fur- 
nished according to the present rage for old-fashioned 
decoration, our modern sombre apparel is no help. 
We do not lighten up our rooms a bit now by our 
dress, except perhaps in summer, but generally we 
sit, clad in dingiest tints of woollen material, or in 
very inartistic black silk, amid furniture which was 
originally designed as a sort of background to much 
gay and gallant clothing, to flowered sacques and 
powdered heads, to bright steel buttons and buckles 
and a thousand points of color and light. Let us fol- 
low their old good example thoroughly, if w*e do it at 
all, and do our best to brighten the dull nooks and 
corners which will creep into all dwellings, by our 
attire, as well as in all other ways." 



